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CAUSE AND EFFECT. 

“ With the approach of Christmas, Papa’s mind develops wonderfully. He seems lo realise that an extra effort is required from him in the preparation of 
his Christmas Number. For the last few wecks he has been rolling off witticisms by the yard. On Monday last he read some extracts to the assembled Family. 
The effect on them was magical. They all, without exception, burst into a fit of uncontrollable laughter, and Poor Pa has now been summoned by the police for 
disturbing the public peace. Undoubtedly the ‘Cunistmas Houipays,’ which will be published on Monday, December 4th, will be a clinker.’—Toortsit. 


FROM THE AGONY COLUMN. A LORDLY RUFFIAN. 


— i 


AcURIOUS picture of the good old times is to be found 
in the trial of Charles Lord Stourton, who, on February 28th, 
1556, was arraigned at Westminster Hall before the judges 
and several of the council upon a charge of murder, and 
Tefused_to plead until he had been sentenced to be pressed 
to death, but who, pleading at last, was convicted and con- 
demned together with four of his men to be hanged, 

Among the many lawless acts this nobleman had com- 
mitted, it appeared that he had caused a barn, belonging to 
one Thomas Chaftin, to be set on tire by his servants ; and 
Chaffin, accusing him of the crime, he brought an action, 
and recovering a hundred pounds damages, he took for pay- 
ment out of Chaftin’s pastures by force twelve hundred 
sheep, with the wool upon their backs, and all the oxen, 
kine and horses that he could tind, 

The crime for which Stourton suffered arose out of a 
quarrel between him and two gentlemen, father and son, 
named Hartgill, whom he endeavoured to persuade tu help 
him ina scheme for robbing his (Stourton’s) mother. After 
several acts of violence, for which. in the end, he was com- 
mitted to the Fleet Prison, his lordship determined to 
murder both. To this end he made an appointment to call 
on them and pay a certain sum awarded them as damages, 


. 4c HM f 
; ; - A , laccompanied by sixteen of his servants, “ sundry tenants 
“(0J.8. B., las about tt T the Libera- “W. R. is earnestly requested to return to “Tansy. Was unable to keep appointment Welucsday anda . See ae ony J 94 
tor pars Dime Dake ceed Bear of his loving ‘rife aioli will be forgotten aud —_—last owing to interesting conversation with your big bro- and some gentlemen and. Justices,” to the number of sixty, 
couwwthing to his advantage.” forgiven.” ther, Address—Charing Cross Hospital.” he arrived at the Hartgills’ house, He said that he had 
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come to pay them every penny dive to them, but would first know 
them te be trae amen, Sand ther lid hands on them, saying. 1 
arrest Vou for felony j onowdieh hismen, by violence, thrust them 
Inte the house, where, with bis own band, the rd took from them 
their purses. and to the venuser of the Hartcills, when bound, he 
gavea blow in the face sand eoming out of the house with his 
sword, and finding at the door young Hartedl!s wife, he kicked at 
hor and wave her such stroke with his sword between her neck 
nd bead. thet she telbte the ground nearly dead.” 

From this plice he ordered the prisoners to be taken to another 
hones, Woere they were kept with their rms bound behind them, 
and without meatordrink., Prom thence for two days they were 
ranead from place te pincer, stl bound. ane without meat, drink, 
fires or anvehine todieon, At length, about ten o'clock in the 
evening, Lecd Stourton sent for louref his nen, William Farree, 
Robert Goteh. deta Wel hiniand Meente diecob.and commanded 
them te brine the Pirctalis tea cerium clo adjoining Stourton’s 
residence, and they there thuoeked theme on a head with two 
Clabs till the murderers thouzht they had been dead,” his lordship, 
meanwhile, standing by. ‘This done. they earried the bodies 
through the garden te an outhouse, his lordship bearing a candle 
before them. But not being quite dead, the miserable wretches 
began to groan and writheon whieh Stourton ordered their throats 
to be cut. ‘lest Preneh priest. lying near to the place, misht hear 
them.” William Farres took out his knife and cut) both their 
throats, Lord Stourton standing by with the exndle in his hand, 
One of the murderers then said. Ahymy lord ! this isa pitiful sight, 
Had Lthonuzht before the thing was done what Pthink now, your 
whole lind should net have won me to consent.” His lordship 
replied, * What a faint-hearted Kunave is this! There is no more 
acount to be made of them than the killing of two sheep.” The 
bodies were then Hung down inte a dungeon, and there buried, 

What led to his lordship’s arrest is not stated, but the murder 
must have been the talk of the countryside, The bodies were 
found buried very deep. covercd first with earth, then two courses 
of thick paving. and finally with chips and shavings of timber 
above, to the quantity of two enrtloads.” Lord Stourton and his four 
men were brought from London to Salisbury, on the market-place 
of which his lordship was executed, the four men being hanged 
near the place where the murder was committed, Lord Stourton 
“previous to his death, made great lamentation for his wilful and 
impious deeds.” 

e * * * ° * 
LA!ITEST FROM OME, 

billium as add a dreem, 

e thort he ndd told a wopper ana lion add met iman ect im upp. 

esaiit wos a wornin to me, 

that wos tru. Mother cum inn nex minit with the carsterile. 

(Newt week,” A Crafty Cloekmaker.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


aa 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inelose a stamped envelope large cnoughte contain the 
contributions submitted, Vo not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks for cutting, ALFRED RiyMer. Vo, we hadn't seen it 
then, SLOPER will be glad to, SONNE; Kendly arite and tell us 
when, Very sorry, COW, DALLAS, Mut we really cannot tell, It 
ix not important, GIMMY, Jbut ét mould be just axaell, Yea, by all 
means, ARTHUR BIRKETT ; Noy the Ancient told you to, Thanks 
Sor sketehes, Wo. ALWYN 5 Sorry thet they will net do. Very 
clerer, WILLIAM Boutos. Vo, ae cannot, WP. 8. Rather too 
intricate, CONYERS; Very few would erer quess, Many thanks 
Sor letter, MELTON ; Glad you had a festive week, ALLY, DUCK- 
rout JEM, has quite a Fricadly feeling for that beak, 


——- 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girt 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with hix or her death in a Railway Accident to tie Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED «@ copy of the current issue of * ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Hourpay ” be found upon the Deevased at the time of the Accident, 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” ix published throughout the 
United Kingdom ecery Wedacsday afternoon at Lo'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, eapiring at 1 o'clock the 
following Wednesday afternoon, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


= 
She, They say that your father is 2 millionaire. Is it true? 
He. Yoss and, strange to say, Lam one also, 
She, Wow do you make that out? 
He, Why, Lam the only child, therefore Lam a million heir, of 
course, + 


Snipper, T should think a fellow must feel awfully mean who 
marries 2 woman for her money, 
Snapper. Vspecially if it turns out afterwards that she hasn’t got 
any. as 
* 
Chemist, What a bad cold you have, sir, Can T offer you any. 
thing for it? 
Customer, You bay hab id for nudding if you wand id. 
Ld 
* 
Ort to the turf ‘neath which he lies 
The breeze comes trembling from the skies, 
And breathes this melancholy song: 
“He talked, not wisely, but tuo long.” 
: * 


Tronmonger, Covl-scuttle? Certainly, ma'am ; now, here isa very 
good article, good roomy thing, holds quite a nice quantity, too, 

Mrs. Grindem (from the ladging-housc), Gracious me, man, 
show me something a quarter that size; 1 want it for one of my 
lodgers, * 3 

= 
Mrs, Jenkins. Well, dear, and what is the latest? 
Mrs, Watup. My lusbsand. +? 


Podite Assistient, This lamp, sir, von will find greatly superior, 
fitied with our patent salety attachment ; absolutely no danger of 
fire, 

Nebrew Customer, Then, young man, you can show me some 
others: tay ouse is insured for schust three times vat it is worth, 
and Pdon't want to vo throwin’ no obstacles in the way of fortune, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Sloper. 
‘No. 500.—The “ Melilla” Costume. 


“If my boko getsamong tl a 
said Boorler, “there'll be eeapia If you want to know the way arst 
thaw.” a policeman. 


Nurse. Whatever are you crying for, Tommy ? 
Tommy. ‘Cause I've just dreamt I was eatin’ a plum cake and T ain't. 


“Help a poor man, mum: 
T ve lost my leftarm.”) © Well, 
Lhaven't seen anything of it, 
you didn’t lose it here.” 


FANCY R.A. PORTRAITS 
No, 17.—Hunter. 


ar 


Saturday, November 25, 1893. 


Merchant, No, get out; I don't wa rthing 
This paper you sold me the other bidet Beit aye 
can't write on it; the ink splutters all over the Place. 

Agent. Ah, my dear sir, there must. be something w 
sure; let me look at the pen you are using. Ah Fike 
who Soa eseney ata ge like that scratching ? Now 1 fey 
you one of our Patent Easy-Writing eve ince 
feu cnet oer y ee Pens—never xplutters 
+ 


Father. It was very late wh f g : 
lat evening, Fhe. ry en that young man of yours wey 
Ethel. O' 1, fat er! only a little after ten, [as x mally 
Father, Nonsense, child ; L hear’ him aay aianeae ’ eae i 
were bidding him good-bye at the door, “Just one, Ethel wee 
swear I wasn't mistaken, veiw ay 
[Lut somehow Ltiel docan't seem to care about 
the subject any Surtivr, 


of ye: 
hedly rane 1 


pursne 


“OH, tell me not that talk is cheap!” 
The statesman sang with glee. 

“It may be true with some of you, 
But ‘tisn't true with me.” 


Te, Miss Laura, do you think f might dare to ask your fatia: | 
spare me his—his—— i hai 
She (timidly), Yea, go on, Mr. Pladman, 
Me, His umbrella; it’s a rery wet night, and I] never thous): 
bring out my mackintosh. oe - 
3 


; Overheard in the Hunting Ficla, 
First Man. What's become of Bleweash, lately—haven't seen |ci; 
this season? He used to keep a good stud. a 
Sccond Man, Ah, well, he's selling ‘em in the streets now. a: 
three a penny, on a tray, ee ine: 
* 


Mr, Staylate. Oh, Miss Muriel, can’t l—er—persucde you to =) 
me a little more music ? j é 
Miss Muriel (rising with a yawn). Oh, certainly. (Goes tu 1, 
pane and sings.) “God save our gracious Queen, Long amas 
Victoria reigu, God save—” oh—er—off already, Mr. Staylat-: 
Well, if you must go, good night. ‘ 
Leal 


* 
Editor. T want an article written on Scotch whisky ; who's the 
best man to do it, do you think? 
Sub- Eliter, Mopper, without a doubt. 
Liditor, Mopper? 
Sub-Lditur, Yes, he never writes on anything else. 
.* 
* 
The Wife. Do you know, dear, I've half a mind to go toa man:- 
ger and have my voice tried. 
The Brute, Do, love ; 1 don't see why you should spare him, it’: 
tried me enough, goodness knows ! 
= ¢ 


De Snvbivigh (showing his questa over hia house), Yos. thas 1 
sword belonging to one of my ancesturs., Tuteresting old relic. 
isn’t it? 

Inquisitive Guest. Very ; and whata wonderful state of presery1- 
tion, too! Why, here's the little ticket on the handle imericd 
twenty-seven shillings, showing, how much he gave for it! 


s 
TAKE some allusions to trotters and gin, 
Stewed eels, fried onions, and tripe ; 
Mix them together, with mentions of booze— 
And how many quarts you can wipe ! 


Add, too, the first tune that comes in your head 
(Be sure, though, that it isn’t pretiy), 
And you have a capital sample of—well, 
An up-to-date music-hall ditty, 
= & 


s 

Tlostcss, You recite a little, do you not, Mr. Borcam 2) Er—L war: 
you to—er— 

DLorcam (eagerly). Oh, certainly! Delighted, Pm sure! Wis: 
shall it be—humorous or tragic ! 

Jlvstess. 1 was going to say, Mr. Boream, that I want ve: 
come into the next room and Jisten to a very clever friend of in. 
who's going to favour us. You might seta few valuabic hiucs. 

® 


s 
Hv, And—er—Miss Mary, you'd—er—never guess my ewesi, 1 
suah, What should you think it was, now—aw - 
She (énnoeently). A cockscomb, { should say, Mr. Sv 
- %¥ 


ggerbs. 


* 
Mijjina, I say, D'Arcy, what do you think?) That great, hulki. 
Jones told me last night I was a little cad. 
PD Arey. Did he? Ah, that’s the worst of Jones, he's so oui: 
spoken. as 
s 
Prospective Employer. Your late clerk has referred me tu you. 
sir, for his character. Is he industrious, may I ask? 
Late Employer, In his own peculiar boa ig doe 
Prospective Employer, You mean in book-keeping? 
Late Employer, No, I mean in lifting. 
Proapeetice Employer. Lifting? 
Late Employer, Yes; lifting glasses. 


s 
The Mac Wilson. Talk about a brogue! Eh, mon, but I lo: 
some paarts o’ Scotland whur ye wouldna mak’ oot one werd cot © 
twenty that they spoke. Eh, mon, I'll go bail. if L went bock tir 
Scotland, they wouldna believe 1 was Scotch, but would tak’ nm: 
for an Englishmon. oe 
* 


Briggs. V've been hunting all the afternoon to find a new Ini. 
dress, but though there are plenty about, I can't tind the sort o! 
one I want. 

Thiggs. Why, what kind of laundress are you looking for? 

Briggs. Why, 1 want to find a widow without a son—one, i" 
short, that has no men on the establishment. You woulcut 
believe the ditference it makes in the collars and shirts. 


CHAMPAGNE “on draught” he drank till he 
Could hardly see or feel. 

An awful pain he had next morn— 
Not “sham” this time, but real. 


Praprictor, And—er—what qualifications have you for an 
editorial position on a comic journal ? 
Applicant, Well, sir, L have a big pile of back munibers ©! 
American papers, and— 
Proprietor, That will do, sir; you'll do; you may consider your 
self engaged. o* 
a 


First Darling. What, dear! Bertha Sallowby comin 1"! 
afternoon? Oh, well, I sha’n't stay long: she’s never forgiven i 
for the way I yeild her out at Ascot yet. 

Sceond Darling, Wow was that? ; 

First Darling, Well, you know, we both went down on 1: 
same drag, and both of us had similar parasols, only mine \. 
lined with green and hers with pink. I managed to change tic 
and she walked about all over the place with mine held open abos 
her. Green with her complexion, my dear! it simply killed 1 
Ta, ta, darling ; [ really must hurry away. 


Ewery Monday. One Halfpenny- 


LARKS. 


Just Out. Sixteen Pages. One Penny. 


““CHRISTMAS' LARKS.”’ 


Saturday, November 25, 189.. ! 


TOOTSIE AT THE GAIETY. 


“Do you remember The Old Guard? Do you know Mr. 
ieberts’s part consisted of about a dozen lines, there or there. 
abouts? How he did 
work it up!” “A little 
trving to support him?” 
“Well, ves, occasionally ; 
but how clever he is! It 
was just the same with 
In Town, In Town was 
aremarkable success, was 
it not? And I believe 
everybody thought it 
was going to ben failure.” 

Thus far Miss Phyllis 
Broughton in an inter- 
view with the Fra‘s 
Special Correspondent. 
It is not every member 
of the profession who 
goes out of their way to 
praise Arthur Roberts, 

ut there are very few 
among the audience that 
do not admire him. As 
in old days people used 
to say, “ Let's go and sve 
Wright,” they say now, 
“ Let’s go and see Arthur 
Roberts.” 

The Dook Snook tells 
me he saw Arthur 
Roberts's first appear- 
ance on the London 
stage, and will never 
forget how the people 
roared, He must have been an enormous, and perhaps not 
altogether pleasant, surprise to some of the heavier comedians on 
the stage. From that time the Farnie-Henderson combinations 
were incomplete witbout Arthur Roberts, and look at the saving to 
the authors brains! What part was Arthur to play? He didn’t 
wint nn tiing written. Give him a cue for his first entrance ; 
that was all that was required. And at the Avenue Theatre he was 
one of the hits of the season. 

The Gaiety is the house for him, decidedly, Fred Leslie was a 
wonderful attraction, and a perfect variety show in himself, but he 
was not quite as funny as Arthur Roberts, on whose style he has 
seemed to me to be, in some respects, founded. What Mr. Arthur 
Roberts has done with his part in Don Juan since the opening 
nisht ia really marvellous, though, at first, he was wonderfully droll. 

The Gaiety manage- 
ment have also found 
an treasure in Miss 
Millie Hylton, and are 
to be congratulated on 
theirchoice. For some 
time past I[ have 
watched with great in- 
terest this young lady’s 
Lrogress ou the music- 
hail stage, and won- 
dered when I should 
see her where I see her § 
now, She, at the pre- 
sent time, is the boy 
of boys, and on the 
lirst night became an 
immense favourite 
with the audience, and 
ix every night encored 
gevin and again, She 
enn sing and she can 
uct with great anima- 
tion, delicacy, and 
charm, and her per. 
formance of Don Juan 
is delightful. 

Other favourites are 
there also. Miss 
Cissie — Loftus’s —_re- 
inarkably clever ime 
itutions are greatly 
appreciated, and MILLIE HYLTON. 
her performance of 
Inidee is very pleasant. Miss Sylvia Grey's dancing, I need 
hardly say, is as beautiful as ever, and Miss Katie Seymour acquits 
herself well. Miss Maria Davis gets a good deal of fun out of 
Juin’s mother, and I was very much pleased with Miss Topsey 
Sinden. As for that, the girls are good all round as should be 
expected of them, and Iam quite pleased with their enactment of 
\veir respective characters. 

It does one's eyes good to see Teddy Royce's name once more in 
the Gaiety bill. Willie Warde is quaint and comical, and Messrs. 
Mudie and Payne work well. It is a capital company indeed, and 
the dresses and scenery leave nothing to be desired. 

There are, though, I am told, some old-fashioned critics who 
want to know what the plot is about, and others who ask why the 
piece should be called Don Juan? Why did Byron call his poem 
“Don Juan”? His lordship, you will remeniber; starts his first 
Canto thus : 

“I want a hero; an uncom- 
mon want, 

When every year and 

month sends forth anew 


one, 
Till after cloying the Gazcttes 
with cant, 
The age siscovers it is not 
the true one ; 
Of such as these I should not 
care to vaunt, 
Til therefore take our an- 
cient friend Don Juan ; 
We all have scen him in the 


Haidee: 
Cissik Lortvus, 


Don Juan, 


pantomime, 
Sent to the devil somewhat 
ere his time.” 

“Don Juan” was, I 
read, remodelled from 
the old spiritual ray 
entitled Atheisto #ul- 
minato, and was played 
in churches and monas- 
teries, Byron’s poem 
wandered away from 
the original almost as do 
Mr. Tanner and Mr. 
Arthur Roberts. Some 
of the names are here, 
but not Byron’s charac- 
ters, that is to say if 
Byron’s ladies had char- 
acters to lose. However, 
why should the merry 
and diversified enter- 
tainment at the Gaiety 
he required to have a plot? It is called a burlesque, but it certainly 
vot burlesque Byron’s “Don Juan,” and who is sorry if it 
shoesa't! 

Ii is the sort of show people like nowadays to see, and Mr. 
Georze Edwardes, always wise in his generation, gives the public 
What it wants, 


Laubras 
GEUKGE MUDTE, 


Cecco: 
WILLIE WARDE, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY., 


A FAIR SELL. 


THE other «day, ina South Western train, a smart young lady in 
a fur-trimmed Jehu cape, tripped into a second-class carriage and 
sat down near the centre, She was heavily veiled—as though she'd 
been dabbling with Madame Somebody's Complexion Bitters and 
overpickled her tender epidermis—and didn't seem a day over 
nineteen. At Clapham Junction a “city gent” popped in, and, 
although there was plenty of room de where, he said to the smart 
young lady, “Pard'n me.” and sat down beside her. Next he 
rapidly endeavoured to draw her into conversation, trving every 
topic he could think of, from “ Baltic billets” as a substitute for 
coal during the strike, to what she fancied, win and 1, 2, 3, for the 
Liverpool Cup. Whilst she—she giggled like a giddy, gush- 
ing gooselet, and seemed only too interested by his frivolous 
chatter, 

“ And is the pretty one going far?” he asked—idiot ! 

“Not very far.” she replied—simpleton ! 

“She ought to have a chaperon, don’t you think?" 

ae this she said she didn’t know, afd gave another senseless 
giggle. 

* Allow me to protect you,” he said, and actually passed his left 
arm round her waist. She giggled again, and leaned slightly to- 
wards him. The other passengers began to pity her, and one old 
gentleman seemed half inclined to thump the fellow. 

“T could love a jolly girl like you,” continued the bold man 
from the E.C, district—* positively adore her.” 

“Oh, you mustn't,” she simpered, 

“But IT may,” he responded. Then he half whispered — but 
every other passenger heard it—“I'd like to kiss you — just 
once? 

“Oh, J say!” she exclaimed; but he bent down his head and 
kissed her throuzh her veil. and she bent her head over and let it 
rest on his shoulder as he drew her yet a little closer to his side. 
By this time the indignant old gentleman opposite could contain 
his righteous indignation no longer, and, jumping up, he collared 
fe ors one by the shoulder and gave him a deuce of a rough 
shake. 

“ITs this young woman your wife, sir?” 

“What business is it of yours, sir, pray? though I will admit that 
T never saw the voung lady until fifteen minutes ago.” 

“Oh, yes, he did,” cried the giddy girl. 

“Well, well,” said the masher, “of course I did; but it’s none of 
his business. Take no notice of him.” 

Muttering something about girls who sreuldn't be helped, the 
old gentleman moved into the corner seat, and the giddiness went 


on. 

“Pleasant little episode,” said the fellow, grinning. “He thought 
we were married. Well, I wish we were, darling,” and he sighed 
and replaced his arm around her waist. 

“What would you give me to be your little wife?” 

He seemed a little steadied by this, but went on : 

“Why, everything I possess in the world, dearest.” 

“Five pounds—er—on account?” 

“Well, I haven't five about me, but I have four.” 

“Give me the four, then, as an earnest.” 

“T will,” he said. 

“John Henry Nogginrobb, brass up!” she cried, as, throwing 
her veil aside, she held out her hand for the mopuses. Of course, 
she was his wife—you can all guess that. He forked out the four 
gold pieces and tried to look happy, but the passengers roared with 
joyful relief, and the last they saw of him at Waterloo—he was 
trying to beg back enough for his lunch that day in the City. 


—_——___. 


HIS LINEAGE. 


A SCORE of men within a pub. 
Sat arguing loud and longly 

What tribe had reared the Heel-taps Tub 
Of Mildew Court. And strongly 

Swore one that SLOPER sure was Swiss, 
Swore one that he was Spanish : 

That stripling called him Welsh, while this 

‘lared him Isle-of-Mannish. 

Some said that in his veins, poor clown ! 
Hibernian blood did lurk, 

And others stoutly wrote him down 
An unregenerate Turk. 

So each young fellow spoke his whim, 
And voices furious rose, 

Till smiles gave place to Gloweringe grim, 
And words got near to blows. 

And friends on friends had doubtless danced 
And knives and swords came out, 

But that an interruption chanced 
Which settled every doubt. 

For Attenborough came along 
And said, with smiling face, 

“Good gentlemen, you all are wrong— 
He's of the PAWS-ee race |" 


SPLITTING STRAWS. 


It was the old, old, chestnutty story of a youth falling in love 
with » maiden, and literally rushing headlong into the meshes of 
matrimony—or, likely as not, into a healthy breach of promise suit 
—before he could afford to keep himself comfortably in cigarettes, 
let alone counsel and judges in cigars, But they all do it ; and this 
particular young man pledged his troth, both verbally and in black 
and white, with as much fervency and candour as though the Law 
Courts had never been dreamt of, let alone built. His fair one was 
less ethereal. She was a girl who always had a father to idolise, 
and a couple of brothers to pick and pickle walnuts for her, and, 
with rather good sense, she cross-examined Adolphus one evening 
about her future home. 

“Why, my own popsie-wopsie ickle pussie,” said he, “only fancy 
you doubting me for an_ instant. Let me assure you of one thing. 

‘m not rich—perhaps— but as long as I've a roof-——” 

“ Ah, that's just it! Y'see, sonnie, I'm no hand at living on a 
roof—it’s altogether too public, for one thing, too cold for another ; 
in short, what you want's an old tabby cat of a roving——” 

But Adolphus had retired into the gloaming. 


—————— 


A “LEARNER.” 


Hiei jinks were on at the Ball's Pond Young Men's Mutual 
Happy Evening Socicty, for it was their “ Ladies’ Night,” and man; 
a beardless, blue-eyed hobbledehoy, who had hurried back from his 
high stool and hard desk to help squeeze the lemons, had laid him. 
self out to make furiagis calf-love to one or other of the seventeen 
blooming young Wesleyan milliners who were the guests of the 
evening. And at about that advanced hour when the “Stone's 
Best British Ginger” began to show upon the flushed countenances 
of the “ Mutuals,” Harry Flinderwick, from Upper Thames Street 
dragged pretty little Rosie Sarsarette into a darkish corner an 
kissed her. And it was a kiss,too! And Harry, who had been 
practising on his mother, asked : 

“Were you ever kixsed before, miasie?” 

“ Never like that /” she said. “'Ere—lend us a towel!" 


Ewery Thursday. One Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


Ready December 14th. One Halfpenny. 


“CHRISTMAS QUIPS.” 
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TWO LIVES. 


—~—-— 


AT was a perfect beast of an evening, cold and rainy, and Tom 
Rollinston shivered in his thin frayed overcoat as he squeezed his 
damp person inte 
the crowded third- 
class compartment 
on his way home 
from the daily grind 
at the office. 

The world, in his 
opinion, had never 
treated him decent- 
ly. This was a 
ehrotic grievance 
with him—he dwelt 
upon it with a fre- 
quency which had 
almost soured his 
nature, only twenty- 
eight though he 
was — but this mi- 
serable, damp, driz- 
zling evening he 
felt somehow even 
more than ever his 
usual amount of re- 
sentment against 
his ill-fortune. Dash 
it all! why should 
he be condemned 
by Fate to such a 
life of monotonous 
drudgery? He had 
talents—he knew he 
had—and before his 
father died had 
looked forward 
hopefully to the legal career on which it had been decided he 
should enter. And now he was nothing more than a warehouse- 
man’s clerk, existing on a beggarly pittance of thirty shillings a 
week. “Was it all worth the struggle?” he asked himself a dozen 
times 9 day. Was it worth while to slave, as he did, from 8.30 
a.m, till 7 p.m. for a wage that barely suficed to provide him with 
food and shelter?) What enjoyment was there in life for him? 
Indifferently clad, coarsely fed, hard worked, he had no heart for 
amusement at the end of his long day's toil; he must eat—eat and 
rest—that he might keep up his strength for the morrow. Not for 


At the oMce, 


him the brightly lighted theatre, not for him the inviting gaiety of 
the music-hall ; if he could serape enongh to pay the rent of his 
dreary little room at the week's end he must rest satisfied. For 
others—ah ! for others it was diiferent. 


How, how could he help 
envying the thou- 
sands of well-dress- 
ed, well-fed, prosper- 
ous fellows he saw 
around him = every 
day. They worked, 
perhaps, most of 
them, but not as he 
did; they could en- 
joy their leisure— 
their eve’ penny 
was not demanded 
by the bare struggle 
to live. No, not, per- 
haps, in the whole 
train was there one 
so miserable as he. 
Even that corduroy- 
elad labourer slum- 
bering peacefully in 
the corner, with his 
dinner-basin and tea- 
can tucked beneath 
his heavy, soil-stain- 
ed boots, even he was, 
no doubt, better off 
—most likely looked 
down upon him, and 
despised him for his 
shabby gentility. 

The stoppage of 
the train at his sta- 
tion only interrupted 
his unprofitable meditations for the moment. He revived them even 
more bitterly as he saw the obsequious porters gathered around the 
door of the first-class compartment, from which the rich stock- 
broker, who tnhabitel sre atial residence in the neighbourhood, 
was alighting. How Rollinston envied him as he followed the 
financier down the steps. Here was a man who knew not the 
sharp pangs, the petty, miserable shifts of poverty ; who could pay 
for the sweets of life, whilst others, like him, must perforce swallow 
the bitters. The station lamps shed their light upon the two dis- 
similar figures—Rollinston, with his mean little overcoat. buttoned 
tightly about him ; the stockbroker, clad in a costly fur-lined coat, 
stepping lightly into his splendidly-equipped brougham, which 
half a minute later glided easily sway, the mettled horses well up 
to their bits, the wheels sending little splashes of liquid mud_ over 
those standing too near. And Rollinston trudged off through the 
mire in the direction 
of the shabby little 
back street in which 
he lived, and the 
cold mutton and tea 
tasted even more 
unpalatable than 
usual as he pictured 
in his mind's eye 
the ample _repast 
that awaited the rich 
man in his warm, 
handsomely furnish- 

dining-room—the 
rare wines, the 
choice after - dinner 
cigar — oh! but the 
comparison madden- 
ed him. What na 
curse this poverty 
was! 


* * 

That night the rich 
man shot himself in 
his own library, 
leaving a written 
statement behind 
him showing that he 
was utterly ruined. 
He had been a bank- 
rupt for vears, but 
he kept off the evil 
day till then. Ie 
had never known peace, however, and, now the smash had come, 
he had gone to tind it. And Ke Hinston, reading the vecount over 
his frugal mid-day meal, Hushed stranzely, and the fellows at the 
oftice that afternoon) wondered what had come over him all at 
onee—he was so thoughtful. NS, 

But such is life. Most of us are dissatistied with our lot. 

Could we alter it, it is only jumping from the frsing-pan into 
the fire, 


Stepped into his brougiiam. 
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| 
WT 
“Certainly, dear, Iwill send you ji: 


} “They told me if T came to the obl cove—beg panlin, burlesque costume on by returu 
Perit. faa ligell erejsyall- waubil (help am Gooe etal OBS AFTER THE BALL. : IT DID NOT AFFECT HIM. post : it will go in adecent sisal ys. 
* ainly, my man, vet a xpede and set to work on The departure of guests—the last to go, and jolly “Papa says vou drink like a fish.” “© Your Vapa's wrong— fizhes pe." —Krtraet from Letter of You) 
that —" (Tramp starts off, murmuring blessings, they are. driuk water, I never do, Lady, 


ot her frends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


4,8 Mice Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from thuse DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—LORD ABERDEEN. 
' : 


| 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


A. SLOPER has just arrived from Canwla, where he has becn to iuterview its his garments——(2) And was soon flying along in a sleigh, drawn by a noble moos. 
Governor-General, Lord Aberdecn. ‘To relate all his surprising adventures with the bound for Government House. The mvuose is a noble animal, with a nose on hin! 
wiki beasts of that country, while hunting with hia lordship, would fill all the the “nob'lest-Roman-of-them-all” type. It was while ou the road A. Soren ev 
“HALF-HOLIDAY” right away up to Christmas — and that reminds A, SLOPER: countered Lis first bear—or, in the langnave of the country, bar. The bar barre! 
Don't forget his “CunistMas HOLIDAYS” will be more mammoth than ever, the the way, A. SLOPER sprang from the sleigh and went for that bar. After 
price remaining still a modest 2d.—but as sacha plan woukl necessitate many a rising ronmdls (Queensberry rules), he knocke! ont the animal, aud, tying him to the | 
young author and artist guing without his beef and pudding at that festive perivd, the sleigh, pursued his course——(3) He intends exhibiting him in ashow a 
the F.0.M, has generously decided to publish them in book form, under the modest Luxing Bear. For full account of the fight, and further description of the mo 
titleof “A Mighty Hunter's Adventures in the Good Old Dominion; or, Nimrod as a domestic animal—vide “A Mighty Hunter's Adventures in the Good (li 
Nowhere." ——(1) As A. SLOVER gldel down the St. Lawrence in his canoe, he Dominion "—when out. A. SLOPER's arrival at Government House caused quite « 
cease chanting the Canadian Boatman'’s song to ask a solitary Indian, who stool sensation. Fair women waved their handkerchiefs and brave men frownel.—— (!! 


No. 314.—Miss EFPIE OLIVER, 


“Alas, poor me! who could resist such beanty ?” motionless on the bank, how far it was to Ottawa, Ou his being informed that the It is not necessary to describe the dress of the luvlies of Canada, as A. SLOPEK > 
. ~ The Dook Snook, white brother was there alrewly, he, in attempting to step lightly out of his frail bark reulers must be already familiar with it as seen in processions of nations in pant: 
“No maid before las ronsed so fierce a passion.” (bireh), inadvertently fell into the icy stream, As he scrambled to land, the solitary mime, ete, (5) “Sire,” said the Eminent, bowing low before Loni Abe 
— Lord Bob. Indian remarked, * White brother ‘Ofer were in his canve.” “T karw it!" thundered “thus far have I travellel, through endless perils, for the sole purpose of a-kine 
“A perfect fourm, w perfect face; in every queculy gesture the En The solitary one threw np his arms and dropped as if he diet been opinion on the subiect-——" but. as snace is limited, the interview shall apy 


Grace,” —The Hon. billy. plot. witing uot to scalp him, A. SLorkit hastened tu the first hosters, changed ju Chapter [of A Mighty Huuter’s Adscutures in the Good Uld Dominion.” 


THE LAIRD'S RENT DAY. 


1) The Laird called for bis rent while McSwine's farm was inundated. (2) But Swine indignantly refused, aud was tripped up by the Laird. (3) Who said, “If I hewna’ got my rent, I’ve droone! the life oat o° him. st 
to) y 


qny rate.” N.B.— Bat Mesu ine had vuiy de 


saturday, November 25, 1898.] ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 37 


An, wei!” 

SAID 

THE OLD MAN, 

“Yo mM MEK FUN ‘FIT 
IF YE LIKE, 

But 1T DO COME IN 


MSETOMETIMES 1”  Onty-leis-wayy: blessjer 


* WoppER Yew THINK 2” 


See 5 pelt = A. Living Wage - 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Aecyen ‘ L want ask you juat one question. Are you pre- rebuke, Gives moncy to the genial Duke :—A. S., with nose inflamed with grog, Is often found quite 
sivaul Toe ths BT ti corte aaciey weak Lallude to the vublieation of our“CuRist- — éa a fog :—Upon the income tax a curse—It empties soon the poor man's purse 1 U-using Neddy. 
y is HoLipays.” Never has such a glorious two penn‘orth previously been inflicted on the British Oh,dear no!” I’mevawing him to make him go:—A strike by Hodge we avon shall see ; horfarfrom 


Glee -wrobk -morey 


i r Wa . " “ ‘— isfied ia he-—A, SLOPER in a fog is just the sort of thing we might expect. Well, there's one 
‘ublie, On we go:—The Duchess gay, as xure as fate, Will cery soon commence to shate:—A satisfied ia he—A eZ 
Vetntn nee awl Palade ree “a Wimbledon will "have one soon:—The yokel gay, without — thing in his favour: he has only to full 


SOCIALISTIC. 


low his nose——THE SLOPERIAN SiIOWMAN, 


Hule Park Reeiter, T have libellel him, and the minions of 
the bow are on my track. 

Audience, Lor’, why don't you ‘ook it, guv'ner, while there's 
tue, Don't muck ut, * 


“The new rule of the association orders that all members should 
—_—_—_—| sever themselves from the suciety of the male sex. I beg tw 
j move, thercfure, that this society be dissolved.” 


pin ns | be ttt 
al a 


| 
aa a an 


—" 
Groeer, T've inst picked up a stone; you've Leen eating my ss = Mendicant (proffering brief), Buy the “ticket? a dress snit, 
dates again, “And, Mary, I don't like your addressing your master as Mister Tomlinson.” m'lurd—sure to tit yer, we're buth ‘bunt the sume build, dou t- 
‘uy. No, 1 ain't, sir—I allns swallow the stones, “No, ma'am? Then Ti call bin Alfred—I'd much rather.” cherue | 
se a 
4 + a 
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ry 
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ALLY-CAMPANE., 


——— 
HAVE YOUR MONEY READY. 

Vitrn date of the publication of * ALLY SLOPER's CHRISTMAS 
Hotmays is avery little way off now, and to say that public 
excitement is — intense, 
would be giving our read- 
ers but a very faint idea of 
the state of things that pre- 
vails all over the country. 
The tension is awful— 
simply awful—and we 
shouldn't bea bit surprised 
if hundreds fell beneath the 
strain; we shouldn't, 
really, “A. S.C. HL” is 
n® marvellous twopenny- 
worth! We've seen it, and 
ought to know. The stories 
und verse and things are 
screaming ; as for the illus. 
trations, they're the best 
lot of Christmassy pictures 
we've seen, whilst the 
“Christmas Lullaby,” by 
Ivan Caryll and G,. R. Sims, 
is the sweetest bit of mel- 
ody and verse ever wedded 
together, and you'll say so, 
too. December 4th, mind 
you, is absolutely the day, 
and don't forget it! 


Pom ‘2 
ARISTA HONEA? 


~e 


* 

VisiTors to the Norfolk 
Broads all know George 
ae Grimsell, of the Bridge 

; House, Reedham. George 
owns and lets pleasure 
wherries and yachts, is a 
fine shot, and a good fisher- 
man, Most of his time he pongs about on the Broads with a 
Sloper Mask and Hat on; he does this because he loves the “ HALF 
‘Ux” so much, Grimsell is known as the Philosopher of Reed- 
ham, ft the philosopher ever hag Ynys to meet the Eminent, people 
will have to pull down their blinds and barricade their front 
doors, Ited hardly describes what will happen that day. 

ss 


s 

THE Annual Dinner of the Brighton Flying Club was successfully 
held at the Prince Albert Hotel, on November 7th. The Eminent 
deeply regrets that owing to the injuries he received on Guy 
Fawkes Night he was unable to accept the courteous invitation 
«xtended him, but it is satisfactory to learn that the evening was a 
festive one. ee 

s 

THE“ Round Table Annual” isa publication always looked forward 
to with delightful expectation at this time of year. The present 
one—for 1894—is just out, 
und a more entertaining 
shilling’sworth never 
adorned a bookstall—that's 
certain, “In Society” is 
its title, and it contains 
vighteen capital stories, with 
forty-five whole-page illus. 
trations of the very snap- 
piest| character, by those 
well-known portrayers of 
female loveliness, Maurice 
Greitfenhagen, Bernard 
Vartridge, and William 
Varkinson, It'll be sent to 
you, post’ free, for ls. 3d. 
irom Judy Otlice, 99 Shoe 
lune ; but you ought to be 
uble to get it at any sta- 
tioner’s or railway k- 
s all. There isn't a Christ- 
Huts Annual to touch it. 


THE Mildewed Bohemian » 
ins this day been graciously 
pleased to confer the 
“Award of Merit” upon 
Sam. J. PALLANT, because 
ber ao pas. “Feyther,” 
chortled the Azure-Orbed, 
“you've ‘it on a real 
‘un this time, and no kid; 
and there nin‘t a member 
of the ‘Old Acquaintances,’ or even a cove wot knows ‘Genial 
Sam's little bit as won't be proud to read the news.” And the 
Aged beamed benignly on his Blue-eyed gon and heir, and for once 
in a way the two went out harmoniously for a morning smiler. 

ss 


& 
IRTUE is always rewarded. A. SLOPER makes this statement 
Nl modesty. His claim for the Lord Mayorship of London 
gz been overlooked, he has now been offered the post of Gin 
Taster in chief to the Worshipful Company of Mouldy Moochers, of 
which body MeGooseley is the esteemed President. A. SLOPER'S 
duties commence at six AM, and end at midnight. If the gin 
supply of London does not run short before Christmas, it will not 
be the Eminent’s fault. ee 
s 


Vv 


TUE Maskelyne and Cooke entertainment is one of those good 
old standard amusements which we have got to look upon with 
8 that respect due 
to long-standing 
and eminent re- 
spectability. Do 
not imugine, 
however, that we 
would insinuate 
fora moment that 
the Egyptian 
Hall shows are in 
themeelves anti- 
quated: on the 
contrary, the 
tianagement is 
i ‘Se \ & ' y always on the 
ry H) ays (4 \p look-out for fresh 
rly i WG ) i wi! novelties of a 
lim magical or illu. 
sory nature, and 
the extensive 
patronage — they 
Invariably re- 
ceive shows how 
well their ctYorts 
are appreciated 
by the public. In 
fact the Egyptian 
Hall is the recog- 
hised magical 
entertainment for 
ollto whom high- 
cliss conjuring 
shords any amusement. The programme there just now Is one 
te seen, snd Tie Artist(s Dream, of which we give an illus- 
tration, is certainly one of its nost attractive features, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THAT the Empire is at present in no danger of extermination is 
about as certnin as is the fact that A, SLOPER is fond of * Un- 
sweetened.” We, of course, : 
wilude to the Empire 
Theatre. On the destinies 
of the old country we have 
no opinion; but, doubt- 
less, it is just as well able 
to take enre of it-clf as 
most other countries. But 
however this may be, there 
is not the slightest doubt |}, 
that the celebrated Lei- ; 
cester Square house is do- 
ing ax good business as it 
possibly coulddo. This, at 
an period when business 
generally is almost stag- 
nant, speaks volumes for 
the excellence of the en- 
tertainment provided. As 
for the ballets—well, they 
must be seen to be appre- 
ciated. Words of ours 
would be powerless to de- 
cribe them. Sultice it to 
say that it will take a man 
of more than average in- 
tellect to lick The Girl I 
Left Behind Me, At pre- 
sent it most certainly takes 
the cake. *.* 


IT is not true that the bloodstained pen with which the mem- 
bers of the “Ball's Pond Banditti" signed the oath of allegiance, 
was knocked down for a big sum the other day at Sotheby's” 
Readers of that colossal comic, Larks! will learn with interest 
that the sanguinary quill is one of the most jealously guarded 
treasures of the pitiless band. . » 

s 


A curious and really interesting hobby is that possessed by a lady 
of our acquaintance, who recently favoured us with a view of her 
really unique collection of “Things One Can Get for Nothing.” 
There is a really remarkable number of them, Samples of cocoa, 
sauces, wine and medicine, indiarubber stamps for marking-ink, 
patent-eyed needles, dress stuffs innumer:ble, digestive and com- 
plexion tabloids, home-made jams, biscuits, pens, infants’ food, 
note-paper and envelopes, and a hundred and one other things we 
forget juxt now. If this particular hobby becomes anything like 

eneral, those firms who advertise free samples will have rather a 
ad time of it. ee 
s 


IN spite of the fact that Frank May, the renowned Inte chief 
cashier of the Bank of England, has retired into private life, and 
therefore into obscur- i 
ity, the bank still PRINCES 
continues to issue the 
banknotes, just in 
the old, sweet way. 
The once __ familiar 
signature, ’tis true, is 
now but conspicuous | 
by its absence. But 
what of that ? Frank's 
was not the only sig- 
nature in the world. 
A. SLOPER’s, for in- 
stance, has a slight 
claim for notoriety on 
that score. Let but 
his autograph be at- 
tached to a few fivers, 
and their value would 
prousbiy increase b: 
leaps and bounds. If 
the bank authorities 
are hard up for a sig- 
nature worth at least 
its weight in gold, 
they might certainly 
do worse than apply 
to A. SLOPER. 


THERE Js absolute- 
ly no truth in the ru- 
mour that the Dook 
Snook is about to advertise his ancestral estates for sale in dae es ! 
That ever bright and highly successful ha'porth doesn’t take ads. 
—it's all smart reading matter ; and even if it did the rush for the 
Dook’s property would not be very exciting. What do you say? 

se 


Smr AUGUSTUS ITARRIS informs us that his pantomime this year 
will contain a fair supply of bend side humour. Weare glad to hear 
this. In previous years the genial Gus depended too much upon 
spectacle, which, however pleasing it may be to the eye, has a con- 
trary effect upon the ear. Fun and pantomime are, or should be, 
almost synonymous terms, a fact which the Drury Tane lessee has 
seemed previously to have overlooked. But no matter. Evidently 
there are good things in store for us during the Christmas Holidays, 
and Dan Leno and Herbert Campbell will have parts provided them 
worthy their reputation. *\° 


With John Roberts a little off colour, eo far as his form of a 
year or two ago is concerned, and several of the younger players— 
including the Ancient Old : 

Wreck—“ coming on,” the 
fight for billiard honours 
this season is likely to be a 
stiff one. If John wishes to 
retain the liurel wreath, he 
will have, in racing parlance, 
to gallop all the way. A. 
SLoPER is in wonderful 
form. He can give Me- 
Gooseley five points in a 
hundred and beat him easily. 
And Ikey Moses refuses to 
meet him at any price, 
although the latter's ignor- 
ance of the game may in 
some way account for his 
seemin, ashfulness. Yea, 
verily the Crumbling Edifice 
is well in the running for 
the Billiard Championship. 
ss 


Coat still” inerenses in 
price, and we seem as far off 
a solution of the miners’ 
problem as ever we were. 
This is, indeed, unfortunate. 
with Christinas almost with- = 
in view, At this rate we shall 
have to cook our sausages 
and turkey over the oil stove, 
and partake of our Christmas 
dinner in bed. Why the Government have only just taken it into 
their heads to interfere in the interests of the people, it would take 
an oracly to discover. It cannot be for want of time. From the 
quintity of it wasted in) Parliauent, it is plain that time is no 
object to politicians, 


[Saturday, November 25, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


A CALENDAR FOR THE Week ENDING 2ND DECEMBER, Isv3 
v3, 


26th November, 1818.—Moore, in his diary of thic 
speaking of the company at dinner at Holland House, 
“ (Lord) Thurlow, all seemed to agree, a great humbus. My 
saying, ‘1 suppose no one ever was as wise as Thurlow loakaa: 
is impossible.’ ” ages 


———— 
27th November, 1627.—Gassendi this day obwrwd | 
fall of a luminous stone or Meteorolite, weighing 57 Ibs.. on \.,, 
Vaisir in Provence, under a clear sky. ae 
‘28th November, 1886.—A newspaper of this dite .... 
“The work of re-erecting Temple Bar at the entrance to Thiew) ld 
Waltham Cross, is now completed. The old bar forms an ini... 
entrance to Sir Henry B, Meux’s private grounds. It is cho. 
the public highway, and is in the midst of a beautiful country” 


—  — 

29th November, 1728.—Of Oliver Goldsmith, who \, 
born this day, Haydon writes: “The most delightful man, < 
(Mrs, Gwatkin saw him and Garrick keeping an immen-e p 
laughing till they shrieked. Garrick sat on Goldsmith's kis. Hl 
tablecloth was pinned under Garrick’s chin and brought b hind 
Goldsmith, hiding both their figures. Garrick then spoke in. iis 
finest ay des Hamlet's speech to his father's ghost, Galkacin bet 
out his hands on each side of the cloth and made burlesque sets. 
—tapping his heart and putting his hand to Garrick’s head 3:4 
nose, all in the wrong time.” 


ee 

30th November, 1889.—Under this date we rel: “\ J... 
gular story is reported from Yorkshire. It is stated that ts 
itinerant foreigners travelling with a performing bear stopped tor 
refreshments at an inn at Sproatley, a village near Hull, when ti. 
bear got loose and made its escape. It attacked and injures. 
labourer, and worried several sheep. The savage brute then fou: | 
its way into a wood, and although it was chased by farmers jt |. 
said to be still at large. The showmen decamped after tindin: 1), 
animal had got loose. 


1st December, 1801.—In the Oracle and Daily Advertis: + 
of this date Gentleman Jackson thus replies toa supposed cha 
from Mendoza, which, however, was merely “ gas": “ Reluctin: .< 
I am to attract again, even for a moment the public attentins. | 
shall have no objection to vindicate my character by a mectin- 
with Mr. Mendoza when and where he pleases, PROVIDED |..."!| 
promise to fight, and provided he also promises not to give infor. 
tion to the magistrates at Bow Street, or elsewhere.” 


2nd December, 1680.—Aubrey writes under this date. 
“Ben Jonson was in the uppermost form in Westminster Schol-, 
at which time his father died, and his mother married a bricklav«r, 
who made him, much against his will, to help in his trade. In 1: 
long retirement and sickness his Bore much as came in, was 
ven to a woman that governed him and with whom he lived snd 
lyed nere the Abie and that neither took much care of next weike. 
and wood be sure not to want wine, of which he vsually took too 
much before he went to bed if not oftner and soner.” 


THE REASON. 


SHE smokes a dainty cigarette, 
This winsome maiden fair ; 

The fragrant perfume of the weed 
Hangs heavy on the air, 


"Tis not because she likes the taste 
At all, for, truth to tell, 
The potent flavour makes her feel 
tritle—er—unwell. 


The reason of it?) Well, you see, 
She meets her mash to-day, 

And onions have a perfume which 
It’s hard to get away. 


__-——— 


A STUDY IN TOTTENHAM COURT ROAD. 


ONLY a little sketch from life of a widowed mother and her only 
son. She is perhaps tifty, though privation and trouble have mal« 
her look ten years older, and he is eighteen, tall, gaunt, bony, and 
a junior clerk in the City. Their mission in this great strect 
of clothes shops is soon told: their joint savings of the past tew 
months are to be invested in a new “rig out" for Percy, who wut 
“keep up appearances” in the City. 

They enter one of the great shops quite timidly, and the goo. 
kind mother mentions her requirements in an undertone. 
salesman comes forward and the order is repeited. With a bow 
he leads the way to a huge pile of coats, and, upheaving tl: 
mountain of “ready-mades” with his left shoulder, grabs and pus 
forth a garment of the “ Jolly Dogs” period—say ‘67 to G). 

The youth shudders, and the mother herself seems a litt: 
troubled. : Eee 

“T—er—I thought it looked quite different in the pile,” = 
stammers. : ; 

The gentlemanly salesman braces his shoulder against a seco! 
mountain and jerks out another coat. 

“ Dear, dear,” falters the poor mother, “I—er—didn’t want om 
with stripes running crossways—er—ch, Perey, dear?” ; 

Perey only sighs. Again the bland salesman upheaves the |! 
and pulls forth a coat. et 

“Very nice indeed—but—er—no ; it has hreast-pockets. Beside. 
don't you think it’s a little tuo blue for winter wear?” , 

He ‘casts an anxious glance up and down a fourth pile, then 
dashes his right hand in suddenly and yanks out another. 

“I—I—I hardly care for greca with mauve spots,” interrupts th: 
now thoroughly embarrassed woman. “Haven't you any whic 
pique—" . 

“Very little worn, now, madam, white pique coats— ; 

“No, tica, I refer to—white pique tics—we'll leave the coat to-dis 
—oh, yes, and have you any grey flannel shirts?” : 

“Grey } No, ma‘am, | fear you'll not get such a thing—qu’ 
out of fashion—a nice éhrome, now, with a lake stripe? 

Percy gasped, but his poor dear mamma was hopelessly lost. 

“Yes, please, we'll—that is, my son will—try one.” 

“Thank you, very much. And shat will be the next? ide 

“Oh, a pair of strong braces. What colours are you showi!- 
now?" 

“The favourite, ma'am, is a rich magenta—these are them—I—e* 
—should soy these are those, h'm.” ie 

“ Quite 80, one pair, please. Now—er—touching trousers—— 

Percy is trembling from head to foot,and his hands are twitchin- 
nervously. He is too dutiful a son to find the slightest fault with 
his devoted mother's taste in masculine attire, but he plucks in 
frenzied way at her arm, and gets her as far as the door. A ban! 
of noisy ruffians are trudging along outside, following one dirt 
than the rest, carrying a scarlet tHannel flag. : 

“Mother—mother,” he gasps, “it is too, too much. Hea: 
knows I 1» not undutiful, piper he erhal lte that chrom: 
flannel shirt with the lake stripe and the magenta braces with thr 
orange tags or—or J join that mob and become an Anarchist | 


Ewery Wrednesday.- Twropence.- 


JUDY. 


Just Out. One Shilling. 


““ON AND OFF.’ 


JUDY'S ANNUAL FOR 1894. 


Saturday, November 25, 1€93.] 
WORTHY OF WASHINGTON. 


¢ latest news to hand is that the most honest and truthful people on carth 


(Tb are the inhabitants of the United States.) 
cca fh 3 ‘Twas wont to be the 
-  / geass for Lemer ty G, Briton's boast, 


( we Cam AtcedA Bers C4 IK 


Throughout his land from 
‘ coast to coast, 
That, both in trade and 
téte-a-téter, 
None had such honesty ns he; 
But, lo! all honesty (N.B.!) 
Doth seem to come from 
over-sen ; 
In fact, from the United 
States ! 
George Washington, we 
know full well, 
A poe ne’er would 
te 
(Of this we've many 
proofs and dates) ; 
But still, we fancied (entre 


¢ 


3 ote Coals y p——— 


nous) 
That his descendants—just 
a fen— 
Would sometimes tell a fib 
or two 
Out there, in the United 
States ! 


Injustice, though, we must 
confess, 
We've done unto the great U.S. 
That land (it seems) all lying hates, 
So, humbly we apologise, 
Repenting—sack-clot h-ashes-wise— 


Rejoicing that xo kind of —— stories 
re told in the United States! 
——EEEE 


PROPOSAL BY PROXY. 


“(juonelk,” said Mr. Hangoff, desperately, as his darling’s 
litle brother, with that propensity peculiar to darlings little bro- 
tiers, wandered aimlessly about the room and refused to make 
himself searee ; “Georgie, my little man, come here, I—1 want 
yon; Phave a few questions to ask you.” 

There was that in his tone—a strange, nervous desperation it 
sounded like—that caused the fair girl to look up quickly, and 
sich imperiously to her youthful relative to obey the summons, 

“Georgie,” said Mr. Hanzoff, hesitatingly, when he had got his 
suet fire jreated on his knees, “your—your sister is a very 
beautiful girl.’ 

“Mr. Hangoff!” exclaimed that young Indy, flushing deeply, 
ond her little heart beating with ten-horse power beneath her 
iivcelsior corset. 

“She is a very beautiful girl,” continued Hangoff, taking no 
heed of the interruption. “Ihave never seen a fairer, Georgic—l 
swear it! 

Georgie said nothing, 
bat mentally retleeted 
how he was to bringthe 
conversation round) to 
tie subject of cocoa-nut 
ive or tnond rock, and 
Uangott continued : 

“I—I have admire: 
her for years, Georgic. 
| have pictured to my- 
wif the happiness of 
the man who wins her. 
Er—by-the-by, Georgic, 
can cook a little, [ 
a 


Yell, she can make 
np in’ tartsand things,” 
sil that young gentle- 
tan, decidedly. 

His questioner sighed 
acich of relief. 
“Tm glad to hear that, Georgie.” he said, * because I'm very 
fond of tarts. And there is uo one, no—er—gentieman who comes 
here to see her, eh?” 
“No,” said Georgie, “only y— 
“Georgie,” interrupted his sister, “come here, you—you are 
bothering Mr. Hangott.” 
“Oh, not at all,” said that gentleman; “not at all. Just one 
moment, Georgie; don't go away for a minute, you—you don't 
know how supremely happy you have made me, darling—er—l 
mean Georgie. There is only one more thing I want to ask you, 
and—it is the most important. On it, Georgie, depends all the 
happiness of my future life. Georgie, tell me, would you like to 
have me for a brother-in-law?” 
But before the little fellow could reply the beauteous girl had 
sprung to her feet. 
“Georgie,” she said, hurricdly, “ there—there are some chocolate 
creams in my pink dress pocket ; it’s in my wardrobe, dear, and— 
er—you needn't hurry back, Mr. Hangoft will excuse you answer- 
ing his question for a few minutes, | kuow.” 

Georgie retired ; and when he returned, some ten minutes later, 
even his juvenile eye could see that she had answered it for him— 
in the affirmative. 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
JENNIE DUNBAR. 
As I write of this maid 
So delicious and young, 
All my thoughts are conveyed 
To the lovely one sung 
By the famed Ettrick Shepherd, 
Because, ‘twixt the twain 
There exists a resemblance 
I'll try to explain. 


Jamie Hogg’s winsome creature 
Was fairer by far, 

Both of form and of feature. 
Than Jennie Dunbar. 

She was gentler, and sweeter, 
And purer of mind ; 

She was nicer and neater, 
More leal and more kind. 


But our Jennie’s so polly 
And frisky withal, 
That the gay sons of Folly 
In love with her fall 
By their thousands and millions, 
And, since she won't wed 
Any suitor, the silly ‘un’s 
All shoot themselves dead ! 
So old Hogg’s gentle queenice 
Sears a likeness to Jennie : 
For the one was Kilmeny. 
And the other's Kill-nuny ! 


IXARD SWEARING. 
The Rustic, V should think that 
sometimes you almost curse your profession, don't you! 
The Solicitur, Oh, dear, no! My clients are good enough te sive 
ine the trouble, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


Ss 
Rok STREET. PERTH, WESTERN AUSTRALIA, October 5th, 1893. 
Dean SLoPeR,—If Tootsie—the dear—were to come over to 
Western Australia she would soou be off your hands. Being in the 
commission line myself, | am open to book a dozen to match at 
two per cent. on invoice price, payable strictly in advance, and 
freight very reasonable (about twenty shillings a ton) ; no duty on 
soft goods; insurance, f.p.a. This Lconsidera most reasonable offer 
on my part,and I trust it will lead to business, [remain your most 
honourable and obedient servant, EDWARD J. INGPEN, F.O.8, 


93 DEACON Roan, KINGSTON-ON-THAMES, November 10th, 1893. 
Dear ALLY.—I found the inclosed impersonation taking the 
liberty of growing out of its place—viz.,in my garden, Perhaps you 
will agree with me: it ought to “hang” it-elf in your world-famed 
Museum. I trust it is no ill-omen of a future end to your illustrious 
life. I can only account for the monstrosity by telling you 1 
wrapped up a diploma of the Church of England Temperance 
Society in one of your periodicals, and buried it some time ago, 
Probably, after a good tussle, your noble spirit (good old Gin!) 
gained the upper hand and grewaccordingly, What doves it merit ? 
ver your well-wisher, T. W. V. CLARKE, 


——-———— 


SLOPER’S VAGARIES. 
No. 195.—HE Learns A Lesson OF RESIGNATION, 
THE room was bare and bleak ; 
The damp down every wall. 
Just like the tears down SLOPER’S cheek, 
In feeble rills did fall. 
And SLoreERr, coiled and curled. 
Crouched near the tireless grate, 
And loud at Providence he hurled 
Anathemas of hate. 
J fain would curse thee here, 
Grim Providence, and die ; 
‘Cos coals have got so beastly dear 
That I no coals can buy.” 
But ere upon its course 
One leaden hour had crept, 
'Twas not with spite, but strong remorse 
The Frozen Fabric wept. 
He'd learnt within that space 
How Providence displays 
Its goodness to our fallen race 
In most mysterious ways. 


For, when awhile he'd railed 
With curses loud and deep, 
Tired Nature's strength emtirelt failed, 
And gave his limbs to sleep. 
And when that sleep took tight, 
His sweating brow he nopped ; 
For, lo! his slumbering head had right 
Upon the fire-grate dropped. 
Then on his knees he sank, 
And long-drawn sighs did fetch : 
“Heaven pardon me! I've been a rank, 
A base, an impious wretch ! 
The thing—the very thing 
For which, with anger rife, 
I dared at Providence to fling 
Foul taunta, has saved my life! 
Had coal been nice and cheap, 
To suit my heart's desire, 
That grate on which I fell asleep 
Would in’t have had a fire ; 
And I—who, in my shame, 
Here ery with contrite breath— 
y have been a mass of tlhame, 
ling up to death !!” 


TWoOPENCE. 


Post free, Threcpence. 


READY MONDAY, DECEMBER 4th, 


ALLY SLOPER’'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 
101 


ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. 


A CHARMING SONG, 


“A CHRISTMAS LULLABY,” 
Specially composed by WAN CARYLL, 
The words by Guorce R. Sis, 


AND A Doun.r-Pace PLv1EF, BY W. PF. Thowas 
Qneasuring 22in. x 15in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A Canroos, BY W. F. THoMas, 
CHRISTMAS GREETINGS, 
AND A Larner Drawtne, BY HAL LupLow, 
‘ ’ 
BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FalV. 
(Representing Tootsie's Skirt, Dance, with SLOPER’s Limelight 
Effvets). 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 


never before published, 
Trwoprp nN Cc e 


Po nie ae a a 
THE PLEASURE OF THE HOUR. 
IN vain from out the distance 
Ambition lifts her call 
To lure me on, and listens 
To hear my footsteps fall. 
There glides a sprite beside me, 
All conscious of its power 
To mould and twist and guide me— 
THE PLEASURE OF THE foun! 


The guest of wealth as sordid 
And mean my spirit. spurns. 
High honours well accorded— 
For these it pants and yearns, 
But no sweet hope sustains me: 
In Folly’s flower-gemmed bower 
My fair, false fairy chains me— 
TUE PLEASURE OF THE Hocn! 
And when my hours are ended, 
What hideous ghastly thing, 
By hellish tiends attended, 
Shall on my dead soul fling 
The charms that erst bewrayed me ; 
And by my coffin cower 
To mock the wreck it made me ?— 
THE PLEASURE OF THE Hour! 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THEY tell us that pillories are done away with nowadays ; but 
what price Beecham’s plaice at St. Helens? 

Jtry's-pictios: Their verdict, 

How to mike a Pen-(hyjolder: Keep your pen till to-morrow, 


SMYTHE. 
(A Story or MEpI-eVAL TIMES.) 
—— 


CHAPTER III. 

JOHN DE SMYTHE turned resolutely to the outer gateway, where 
the ancient warder stood looking wistfully at his young master. 

“Farewell, good Jen- 
kyn!” said De Smythe, 
with an assumption of 
cheerfulness he was far 
from feeling. 

“Farewell, good mas- 
ter! and may good luck 
go with you,” faltered 
the warder, as he feebly 
fumbled with the giant 
key that opened the iron- 
studded door, and John 
De Smythe, accompanied 
by the dog Brawn, strode 
across the castle moat. 
As he looked back to- 
wards the castle, his 
heart beat to see a hand- 
kerchief waved from one 
of the battlements. He 
recognised that it was 
the Lady Elfrida, and 
he waved his hand in 
return. 

“I love him. I know 
I love him, in spite of 
all. 1 will even continue 
to love him, though he 
embrace trade,” mur- 
mured the Lady Elfrida, 
through her tears, as sho 
wav her somewhat 
damp handkerchief. 

John De Smythe heard 
her not, but he quessed 
that she had partly repented the harshness of her parting words. 
He knew that she was not inditferent to him, and he hoped that. 
with success achieved, he might break down her prejudices, ana 
might win her. 

Trade, in those days of chivalry, had not come to be looked 
upon with the indifferent eye by the aristocracy of the land, as in 
the present times. There were no titled beer brewers, or whisky 
pikilats) or John De Smythe might have been a bit more 
hopeful. 

Success was yet afar off,and as John De Smythe tramped through 
the forest, he thought how it was best to be achieved. It occurred 
to him that as, in aristocratic cireles, there was a prejudice agaiust 
plebcians, there might equally, in plebeian circles, be a prejudice 
against aristocrats, 
He decided todrop 
the name De 
Smythe, and to be- 
come plain John 
Smith, 

As the young De 
Smythe "marched 
through the forest 
glades his heart 
was not biythe. 
The birds carolled 
sweetly on — the 
boughs overhead, 
but they awake no 
responsive — chord 
in Smythe’s heart, 
His gallant doz 
ever and anon 
pushed its nose 
Inte its master’s 
pa, importuning 
or the caress so 
seldom withheld, 
but to-day some- 
what infrequent. 
The youth was 
gloomy. He 
thought with some 
natural sadness on 
what he had left 
behind at the home 
of his childhood, 
and he_ retlected 
also on the little there was to look forward in the immediate 
future, for an aching void in his interior hinted that it was long 
past the dinner-hour and that he had nothing in view to fill that 
aching void. 

Had he lived in these modern times, he would doubtlessly have 
lightly leapt a style, and pulled a succulent turnip, or even 
contrived to make some sort of a meal out of a swede, for hunger 
is not dainty; but, alas! in those days there was no Board of 
Agriculture, no Royal Society's shows, or anything of that sort, 
and the cultivation of the juicy turnip, or the nourishing swede, 
was not encouraged, 

Still he travelled on. Hunger is a hopeful disorder. It ever 
urges its victim on- 
ward. A dozen steps 
may bring to view a 
something which will 
serve to stave off the 
present pains. 

De Smythe was 
hopeful, ‘and his 
hopefulness was_ to 
be rewarded, Just 
as despair of tramp- 
ing further was be- 
ginning to settle 
upon him a_ jolly 
voice reached his ear, 
ringing richly over 
an English chanson, 
and a few steps 
further and he was 
in sight of the voca- 
list, who sang : 
“Here's to life in the 

bonny greenwood, 

Merrily ho, hey, I'm a- 

thinking! 
Here's Sto the brown ale 
that’s always good, 

Merrily ho, to you I'm 

a-irinking ! 
TIcre’s to the Inss that’s 
not over shy; 

Merrily ho, hey, I'm a- 

thinking! 

That in response to a 
wink softly civses her 
eye, 


Fumblel with the giant key. 


She waved her somewhat damp handkerchief. 


ewe 


Marchod through the forest giiwle. 


Merrily ho, there's wis loin in winging 1” 


There was aring of hospitality in the merry rascal's voice, and 
though the times were perilous, and not the best for making: casual 
nequaintance, De Smythe resolved that a dinner should not spoil 
for Jack of asking. 

(To he continued next week.) 


376 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE “F.O.5." PORTRAIT GALLERY. THE REASON WHY. 


[Saturday, November 25, 1503, -7.2 
This | 


Vinh fe 


The Ramlitti-Chief of Leghorn 
Has a wife who regards him with scours : 
Says he, “ What és life . 


l 


r Toa man with a wife?” 

F And he wishes he hada't been born. 

Vol. - 
fs 
Vay 
: Lz 
oS a 
Ve £4 


No. 336.—ARTHUR T. DALE, Esy., F.O.S. 


“It is with extreme pleasure that we are enabled to add to our 
gallery a portrait of the geniai gentleman to whom the exhi- 


hition-loving public owes a debt of decided gratitude, For our = \ AY 

hero has been the prime mover in Lasaangiarrerepiaiy er XS \ f 
tures of this nature, and has so thoroughly ex imself’ 7 a 

with competitive exhibitions, that to know that he is at the ie Ganon Wane Lene 
heal of one, is to fecl assured of its success, What would have Actress, What made them think of educating her for an opera sinzer ?—she has no vo.ce. me ie vane you Gave Luimireds of boucs in your 1.1, , 
hevn the fate of the now annually successful Brewers’ Exhibition Friend. It was the great variety of faces she could make when trying to sing. Smithers, Please, sir, we'd sprats for diuncr, 


without Arthur T. Dale? What that of the Confectioners’, 
Takers’ aml Pastrycooks'? Well may the echo eneeringly 


answer what ? Our hera, in fact, was born to greatness—not of MRS. DUMPLINGS’ CHRISTMAS PUDDING; OR, A FAIR EXCHANGE NO ROBBERY. 


stature, but position. Like Napoleon, he was born to comman:|, 
aml hwl he not been a si ful exhibition promoter he woul: wR {- Bee Age Nees 
have no doubt been a great soldier or an eminent statesman. ER ak 7 
The army and the world political are to be condoled with. 
Chiefly beeanse he knows how to get up an exhibition he was 
create! F.O.S., aul the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to ' E } 
lum Uctober 9th, 1892."— Debsett Improved, "yy ND (XD 
f , Vi. 


wets" 
KAKA AS 
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FOOTBALL OF THE FUTURE. 
Blackheath ¢. the Black Heathens. 


(1) Mfrs. Dumplings. The Christmas puddin’ seems to be gettin’ on proper. Another Lawkamussy ! sume owdacions vagabone's sneaked the puddin’, or else it’s bewiten:i ' 
arf a day an’ that'll be done toaturm. The old man'll relish that, / know!——(2) = Help! Police !——(5) “Huoray! ‘Ere’s a proper find! A gold watch and chain 
Bill Ragfoot (the tramp). ‘Ere's a’ old man as‘ll relish it, any‘ow, missis, and no kid! = Hooray! Oo cares for bloomin' old puddin’s now !"-——(6) Bill Raafoot, ——!--—"' 
Out yer come, me beauty !——(3) “That's wot I calls gittin’ a scasonable blow-out ——!!! Well, if it ain't enough to make a bloomin' man bust hisself, or turn hone: 
on the cheap, eh ?—and no thievin’ neither, ‘cos I've put me own bundle of luggaze summat! ‘Ere I've goneand swa me gold ticker, wot 1 sneaked at the Cattle : by 
in the pot Ih exchange.”——(4) Mrs. Dumplings. Now, I'll take and turn it out on and clean forgot as I'l stowed it in the bundle, for a great hugly dollcp of raw stich 
the platc, and see wot it’s a-doin’ on, ‘cause it don't smecil quite right, seemiu'ly. jaw! It's a reg‘lar downright bally*do”! That's what it is, aud I don’t deceive yer! 


A COALD REMARK. AN “OUT” SIZE. GIRLS SLOPER'S KISSED. 


‘Arry, Oui, ma jolie filly—jer adore vous tray-beau, et nong 
bloomin’ error, don‘cherknow ! 


Margot, Ah, monsicur !—monsieur est spoof ! 


iis | 
Everyt 
Music 
enamou 


e > Bi 5 “Oh, Kitty ! what a lucky girl you are, te be possessed of “T tind you've charged four shillings and sixpence for solcing 
Dash it, Bill, you look coll! Come and warm yerself at such lovely things, and carved ont of real cual, too !—why, my boots—why is that?” “Well, sir, we mostly reckons our 
the ice crcam barrct with a penny belt-freezer.” they must be worth no end of money !" customers at two fet, but in your case it’s quite a yard, sir.” Helena, Asking an 
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